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Besides, there was always the fact of grace, the reality of prayer,
to be taken into account. Fanny would not be abandoned. He bit
his lower lip and murmured to himself: "Hypocrite! filthy
hypocrite!" . . . He had something cold to eat at Weber's, and
drank champagne. Alone at his table he felt cut off from the
rest of mankind. All of a sudden he was swept by a gust of
happiness. Would he have liked to have Colombe there beside
him at that moment? No. . . . Suppose she had gone from him
for ever, suppose she were dead, suppose he were handed a
letter which she had written and addressed to him before she
died? He composed its contents in imagination, and the tears
welled into his eyes so that he had to hide his face. Oh, yes, he
loved her, of that there could be no doubt at all; he loved her.
But, in that future time, when they should be married and living
remotely in the country, the thought of love would not be
always, as it was with Fanny, in the forefront of their minds, a
sickening obsession, an idiotic futility. Life, real life, has some-
thing better to bother about. The first thing for him to do was
to get some order into the chaos of his thoughts. Now that the
appalling hurricane had roared through him and passed on, he
must settle down and write, live for the service of truth, be at
once famous and alone, inaccessible to the crowd, yet known to
all the world.

XI

"V TEXT day Fabien was prodigal of so much unaccustomed
I ^Lj tenderness that Fanny 's suspicions were at once awakened.
-L ^1 In his clumsy fashion he thought it a master-stroke to tell
her that he had gone to the circus on the previous evening for
the sole pleasure of looking at his mistress from a distance. He
entirely ignored all those p roofs of wariness which he had far
too often given Fanny in t he past, and was ready to convince